
F ATHER DAN made the announce- 
ment after he had concluded reading- 
early mass. 

“ Oil Thursday, ’’said Father Dan, “ with 
God's help we finish the Easther Stations. 
There’ll be two Stations on that day — one 
in Phaudrig- Mor Mughan’s, of the Hill- 
head, for Dlirimard, Dhrimbarron, and 
the lower end of Dlirimbigh. Father 
John, he’ll sit there. The other Station 
in Mrs. Nancy Maguire’s, of Ballybvilla- 
g-han, for Ballybrillaglian, Cool urn, Dlirim- 
adiara, and the upper end of Dlirimbigh. 
Meself and Father Cortnac ’ill sit in Mrs. 
Maguire’s. 

'• This is the last of the Easther Stations, 
as I said, and I want to see every one 
from the neighboring town lands that 
didn’t attend their own Station. I want 
to see them coming and making their 
duty there. There’s half a dozen gentle- 
men that I have in my mind who neither 
made their duty or paid their dues at 
their own Station. I'll be having my eye 
out to see — and Father John the same — to 
see that these lads do both on Thursday 
next. 

“lean see just two of them in the chap- 
el the day — the same boys 'ill never wear 
out many brogues in the service of God, 
anyhow. If I don’t see every man Jack 
of them at the Station on Thursday, I’ll 
take an early opportunity to chat with 
them off the altliar here, and see do they 


know some of the commandments of the 
Church : 

“ ‘Sixth — Confess your sins at least 
once every year.’ 

“‘Seventh — Receive your God about 
great Easther day.’ 

“ ‘ Eighth ’ (And though it's put last 
in the Catechism, don't delude yourselves 
that it's the least important) — ‘ And to 
His Church neglect not dues to pay.’ 

“ Now there's a nest about Dlirimbigh, 
too. and they have a habit every year of 
contlu-i vin’ to miss their Station on one 
excuse or another, and then at the elev- 
enth hour they’ll come down here to the 
chapel to make their duty — when they 
can't put it off any longer — an’ they’ll 
come down and they’ll crush and they’ll 
crowd — themselves and a diirove of old 
women — crush and crowd meself and the 
other priests here, getting on to midnight 
of a Sathurday night, or maybe before mass 
of a Sunday morning, clamoring to get 
forrid,* when the poor priest has, maybe, 
too much else to do; and besides, there is 
the very old men and old women that ’ll 
not, when they go on their knees to you, 
tell their sins like another; but they’ll 
commence first and then they’ll tell 
you : 

“‘Och! yer reverence, I'm doin’ no 
good from a siminendable pain in the small 
i' me back an', ‘ Och ! yer reverence, I'm 
* To get forward — i. to confession. 
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speechless this month back from the want 
i’ the breath!’ air, ‘Ocli, yer reverence, 
I’m kilt entirely with somethin’ or other; 
I don’ know what it is.’ Or if they’re not 
lucky enough to have a bad complaint to 
fetch under your nose, they’ll maybe be- 
gin to tell you their tbroubles, or tell you 
every other body's sins but their own. 

‘ Ah ! yer reverence, I have big tbroubles, 
God sees, an’ they’re gatherin’ in a hard 
lump about me heart, an’ I’m afeerd 
they’ll be the daitli i’ me. Billy dhrinks, 
an’ Pat curses, an’ Conal he’s goin’ to 
marry one of the Gillians.’ That— when 
the poor priest is tired, an' worn, an’ 
wearied, an’ cold, an’ (God forgive him!) 
maybe sometimes ill tempered— that’s the 
sort of balderdash these old cronies ’ill 
knell down at your knee and commence 
to reel off. An’ Lord knows, good peo- 
ple, it isn’t, aft.lier all, such very great 
wondher if your priest, when he thinks of 
the night’s work that’s before him, and 
the day’s work he's left behind him, an’ 
hears one of these old blatherskites, instead 
of fellin' their sins to God, begin to spin 
yarns to the priest — it's small wondher, I 
say, if your priest’s temper is sometimes 
broken. 

“ But never mind ! I’m going to put a 
stop to this wa,y of getting on, soon an’ 
sudden. The old woman or the. old man 
that comes to me to confession, from this 
day forward, and commence to tell me 
their toothaches and headaches of both 
themselves and their cattle, an' begins to 
tell me their neighbors’ sins and the sins 
of their family, I’ll give them a penance 
that ’ill put out of their heads the other 
wee tbroubles of the worl’, and I'll send 
them to Lough Dearg barefooted, to make 
the Station there for their neighbors’ sins 
— and see if something like that doesn't 
cure them. 

“Father Cormac ’ill sit in the new 
room, Mrs. Maguire, as it's the warmest, 
and he has a load of the cold on him since 
a wetting he got last Wednesday night 
week, going up to Cronasliabh to give 
the last rites to poor Allie Coyle (may 
God rest her!). You can have a good fire 
to his back. I’ll sit in the upper room 
myself, and I'll read the mass there. 

“You had better g’et old Micky the 
Scholar over from Meenahurriey to clerk 
for me. Then he can wait and breakfast 
with us.” 

From then till Wednesday night Mrs. 
Nancy Maguire’s was a busy house, and 


Mrs. Nancy 7 Maguire herself a busy wo- 
man. 

For Mrs. Maguire, the very first thing 
on Monday morning, turned the house 
upside down and then inside out, and 
had it scrubbed and washed and white- 
washed and overhauled from floor to 
rigging. She had Johnny Gallagher the 
carpenter a day and a half in it; and 
Con Gillespie tire mason and his son a day 7 
in it; and she had half a dozen women, 
volunteers, every day in it, in addition to 
liersel f — and since Nancy in herself worked 
for six women, and scolded for twelve, it 
may he conjectured with what amazing 
rapidity the renovation and decoration 
and general transformation of her house 
went forward — until, late on Wednesday 
night, the work was so satisfactorily con- 
cluded that the Bacaeh Fad* who had 
arrived to take up his quarters there 
for the night, pronounced his opinion 
that “the Queeng of England herself, 
an’ tli e primest ladies iv her coort. could 
come in, an’ sit down, an’ take their lay 
off the kitchen floore.” Such a favora- 
ble opinion, pronounced by 7 so compe- 
tent an authority, gave, of course, the ut- 
most satisfaction and pleasure to all con- 
cerned. 

So Nancy was a pardonably 7 proud wo- 
man when, at eight o'clock on Thursday 
morning, she went out curtsying to the 
ground, and led in Father Dan and Fa- 
ther Cormac, showing each to a room 
that was at least snug, clean, and nice, if 
not altogether so elegant as to Nancy’s 
partial eyes it looked. 

Two very different classes of penitents 
they were that now besieged the doors 
of the two priests’ rooms. Father Cor- 
mac was a silver-headed old curate, big. 
fat. florid, as mild and innocent as any 
child, and with a big heart which was 
filled to bursting with love of all Chris- 
tians. 

To Father Cormac, accordingly, fell the 
lion’s share of confessional duty; .for to 
him always Hocked, in the first place, the 
votins; \ in the next place, the “ocli-ochs,” 
as Father Dan had caustically 7 nicknamed 
the old women and old men who loved 
to sandwich their ailments with their 
sins; and in the third place, all others 
whose conscience was weighted with ex- 
traordinary 7 crime — as, for instance, Jairn- 
sie Martin, who had unwittingly gone to 
mass on Christmas morning with a deck 

* bong Beggarman. f Devotees. 
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of cards in his pocket, and the previous 
night’s winnings ; or Kitty Paddy Mhaire, 
who bad prayed “bad luck” upon the 
cow that eat her force-grass one morning 
— when which cow turned out to be the 
priest’s horse, the enormity of her crime 
came home to her. All this collection 
of sinners and sinned against invariably 
thronged to Father Cormac, who lent a 
patient ear to the most tedious rambler 
that chose to inflict on him a monologue 
as long, as complicated, and as little to 
the purpose as a small history of Ireland 
—and invariably they left his knee happy 
and comforted. 

Only the hardier lot of sinners tempt- 
ed their fate at Father Dan’s knee — rath- 
er, perhaps, the hardier and the hardened 
—both of which were principally the 
young. He had years ago frightened 
away the “och-ochs,” who considered 
him a cruel man because he wouldn’t let 
them run down the litany of their wmes 
as an easy descent to the catalogue of 
their crimes. And though with excep- 
tional criminals like Jaimsie Martin and 
Kitty Paddy Mhaire he could be as gen- 
tle as a lamb, they somehow found great- 
er relief for their surcharged breasts at 
the kindly knee of Father Cormac, and 
to Father Cormac accordingly they 
trooped. 

As might be expected, they were the 
more unruly band who pushed for pre- 
cedence at Father Dan’s door. Nancy 
herself, as usual for the woman of the 
house, was the first penitent ; and as 
she elbowed her way out again she 
had to lay about her unsparingly with 
her fists, for the young rascals who 
crowded at the door, while pretending 
great exertions to make room for the 
exit of her burly form, actually pressed 
closer and closer, wedging her more firm- 
ly in. 

The occasion was too solemn and the 
priest too close to pei'mit of Nancy’s 
using her tongue upon them; so perforce 
she had to be content with a liberal use 
of the fist, which she wielded with that 
expertness which only comes of much 
practice. And each blow of her fist she 
accompanied by a venomous look and 
shake of the head that warned the victim 
she had more in store for him, but the 
state of grace in which she now was 
sternly prohibited her giving him there 
and then what siie would wish to. If 
Big Pathrick Hilly, of Castlekenny, with 


well -affected unconsciousness, contrived 
to stick his elbow into Mrs. Maguire’s 
ribs, eliciting from her such a blood- 
curdling groan as made every rascal pres- 
ent bide bis face whilst convulsions of 
smothered laughter shook his frame, she 
quickly awakened Big Pathrick to com- 
plete consciousness of his awkward mis- 
take by delivering him a sounding blow 
on the nose, which almost stunned poor 
Pathrick, and to those who were recover- 
ing from the convulsive fits gave a seri- 
ous relapse. 

There is no saying how long the dis- 
tressed lady would have suffered forcible 
detention amid these knaves bad not a 
gallant knight come to the rescue of 
Mrs. Maguire. 

The lads were suddenly apprised of the 
knight’s arrival by the shower of sharp 
and painful blows of a stick which now 
began to rain upon their bobbing heads; 
and screwing a fearful eye around, they 
perceived, to their utter consternation, that 
the Baccich Fad, having been shrived by 
Father Cormac, had come on the scene 
with his good oaken wattle. Quickly 
now lie released Mrs. Maguire, compara- 
tively little damaged, but left many a 
knave rubbing an aching head. 

“ Oh, ye barbarians!” the Bacach Fad 
in a stage-whisper addressed them, “ye 
onsarcumcised haythens! ye Goths and 
Philistines! have yez a sense i’ where yez 
is goin’? or do yez think it’s a wake or a 
circus yez is at? Oh, ye ondegenerated 
Red Indians that’s walkin’ in blind dark- 
ness! think i’ what yez is about! Ex- 
amine yer heavy - ladened consciences 
on the commandments iv God an’ His 
Church, an’ the Seven Deadiious Sins, 
an’ find wherein an’ how often yez have 
each an ’all i’ yez offended God be thought, 
word, deed, or commission. Do tliat! Do 
that ! 

“Micky Jimmy Haraghey, don’t you 
forget nor neglect to lay at the priest’s feet 
the grievious an’ sublime sin ye wor guilty 
of the night ye laid the nettles on me 
shake-down,* an’ that other night ye boil- 
ed the dhrownded kittlin’ in me stir- 
about, An’ you. Big Pathrick Hilly— I 
see you there. Och, it’s small wondher 
ye’d sthrive to hide yer face an’ bow yer 
head with the weight i’ the shame! Don’t 
— don’t you forget to confess the day you 
stole my best checker waistcoat to sport 

* A bed made of a bundle of straw shaken upon 
the floor. 
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it in the Glenties harwust fair, an’ left it 
back not worth tlirnppence a week af- 
thcr, with such a flavor i’ spiritious an’ 
intoxicatin’ liquors on it as didn’t blow 
off it till the March win' come. Big - 
Path rick Hilly, I charge ye not to for- 
get to unburthen yerself iv that against 
the poor, the homeless, an’ the orphan. 
An’ I thrust his reverence- 'll give ye 
Lough Dearg for it., as an example to 
others.” 

Then the Bacach Fad went off re- 
lieved, drew a chair into what part of the 
floor he conceived would be most incon- 
venient for those going to and fro, and 
kneeling down there, drew forth his beads 
and began praying in a deafening whis- 
per and at a fearful rate — praying for 
himself, a sinner: for the whole world; 
and for Big Path rick Hilly, that he might 
not be permitted to make a bad confes- 
sion. 

When one of the women who rushed 
about, busily preparing breakfast, hap- 
pened to knock against him (as they 
could not easily avoid doing), his prayer 
always grew faster and fiercer as he turn- 
ed a wrathful eye upon them. Nelly 
Kelly, with astounding temerity, did ven- 
ture a remonstrance — but she was exas- 
perated. as she had just tripped over the 
Long Fellow’s heels and narrowly es- 
caped breaking her neck and half a dozen 
plates. 

“ Musi) a .”’ Nelly said, sharply. ”1 wish 
to goodness, Misther Ilaraghey’’ — the Bac- 
ach Fad's little-used name was Ilaraghey 
— “I wish to goodness. Misther Ilaraghey, 
ye would take yerself off, yerself an’ yer 
long heels, an’ yer baids, and yer chair, 
an’ yer prayers — off to some corner or oth- 
er out i’ this, for the divil a liand’s-turn 
we can do about the fire without runnin’ 
the risk iv br’akin’ our bones while ye’re 
there.” 

This was very rash of Nelly Kelly, and 
indeed every one listening wasdumfound- 
ed at her temerity in addressing the au- 
tocratic beggarman in such foolhardy 
fashion. 

He followed her with his awful eye 
whilst lie prayed five Our Fathers, five 
Hail Marys, and the Creed at her. Be- 
sides, the devil’s name having unwitting- 
ly slipped off Nelly’s tongue in her out- 
burst, she had to go back to confession 
again — in her own mind wishing the Bac- 
ach Fad farther than she could, under 
the circumstances, risk saying. 


Though most of those surrounding 
Father Dan’s door crushed and pushed 
and. squeezed in their endeavors to get 
hold of the door-knob, thereby securing 
the reversion of Father Dan’s ear from 
the penitent, who. then within the room, 
held it, yet there were not a few who, far 
from displaying any excitable eagerness, 
passively submitted to be shouldered and 
displaced and Leaved backwards. And 
eventually, if these were watched pretty 
closely, it would be found that they did 
not get heard till the very last moment, 
when they went forward because they 
could not help it. These uneasy -con- 
scienced fellows were the well known in- 
veterate card-players of the country, who 
had long since been ostracized by God- 
fearing people. 

But since most of those who surged 
around Father Dan's door were not card- 
players, nor unduly addicted to any other 
grievous sin, their minds were, then, un- 
weighted by immoderate apprehension, 
and so they strove with energy for prece- 
den ce. 

The crush momentarily increased, and 
in like proportion the noisy, angry whis- 
perings — for by means of an insinua- 
ting knee and elbow, many there were 
not above taking unfair advantage of a 
neighbor, trying to oust him from his 
place. 

The hubbub at length drew Father 
Dan to the door. Instantly lie appeared 
the crowd fell back, and every sound 
ceased. 

Father Dan, for a few moments, re- 
garded them in severe and contemptuous 
silence. 

“ What — what do ye mean?” he cried 
then. “ Do ye think it’s at a hiring-market 
ye are? Are ye thinking of your sins and 
your crimes? or could ye think of your 
sins an’ you dlirivin’ an’ shovin’ an’ clat- 
terin’, like Bedlam let loose ? There's 
more than one of ye coming in here, and 
ten to one if ye know rightly what you're 
about.. Ten to one if some of ye could 
answer me a couple of the simplest ques- 
tions in your Catechism. There's Big 
Pathrick Hilly, now. and lie's been mak- 
ing, as usual, as much noise as would 
do ten men; and I’d just like to put 
him a simple question or two; an’ if lie 
cannot answer me. I’ll give him leave 
to go throttin’ till he has learnt his Cate- 
chism.” 

Big Pathrick was a raw, rough, big 
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fellow, with a fund of liorse-sense, ami a 
deal of mischief of a cumbrous character 
about him. When Father Dan had ap- 
peared, Big- Path rick feared lie had been 
caught in the act of reaching- a rap on the 
bald pate to old Pether Melly, of Mnllina- 
hurreigh, who had got possession of the 
door-knob by pursuing various unfair 
and discreditable devices; that instant 
Big Pathrick had dropped his head, and 
by shutting his eyes tight thought— by a 
principle of reasoning analogous to that 
of the ostrich— that Father Dan would fail 
to see him. He was startled by Father 
Dan’s last remark. He raised his head, 
shuffled Ids feet, and felt painfully con- 
fused. 

“ Pathrick Hilly,” said Father Dan, 
sternly, ‘“Can priests forgive sins?"'* 

* Fattier Dun was taking his question from 
O’Reiily’s Cateclusm : 

Q, Can priests forgive sins? 

A. Yes, they call; for they have received tiiat 
power from our Lord Jesus Christ. 


Immediately the question was pro- 
pounded, Path rick's confusion fled him. 
and a look of serene happiness overspread 
his broad and tawny countenance. Pie 
looked Father Dan straight in the eye as 
lie proudly answered, 

“Yis, they can, father— at their dead 
aise.” 

Father Dan made a brave endeavor to 
maintain the severity of 1 1 is look. But 
he was not able to do so. He dropped 
his gaze, the lines about his mouth trem- 
bled, and he retreated hastily, closing out 
the door. 

It was now Big Pathrick’s turn to gaze 
with severity on his tittering neighbors, 
and it. puzzled him much to know what 
had taken place that so excited their sub- 
dued mirth. 

As the penitents got shrived, and then 
came through the greater ordeal of extri- 
cating themselves from the tight-wedged, 
heaving, striving mass that pressed around 
the room door, they sought t lie corners of 
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the kitchen, and knelt down in prayer, 
silent and fervent. When the men con- 
cluded their prayers they streamed out 
and sat on and lay about the sod fence in 
front of the door, talking of the markets, 
the crops, and the political outlook, dur- 
ing the interval before mass. The wo- 
men seated themselves along the kitchen 
walls, and the youngsters crowded around 
the fire, to enjoy the sight and smell of 
the rarities that were in preparation for 
breakfast, and to be as much as possible 


so the Lord saved. The Lord likewise 
saved, in another part i' Holy Write, He 
saved — Misthress Maguire, if ye'll be so 
good as to lay me wan o' the legs i' that 
chicken, with a piece i' the tendher breast 
flesh (for I've a delicate stomach), an’ a 
piece i" the roast mail or two, an' a bowl 
i' broth, with some toast (butthered on 
both sides, if ye plaise), not forgettin’ 
some Speciments i’ the sweet bread, an’ a 
bowl i' dark tay, an' any other wee th rifles 
that come handy, I'll refresh the interior 
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in the way of the busy and short-tem- 
pered women who prepared them. The 
Bacacli Fad, his long prayers finished, 
stalked about, staff in hand, with a super- 
cilious air, looking out for a chance of 
reprimanding one, and lecturing another, 
and instructing a third. "Misthress Ma- 
guire, let me counsel ye to the remim- 
brance of Martha, who is alluded to in 
Holy Write: like you, she ‘ busied herself 
too much with the affairs i" the univarse,’ 


man by making a slight repast upon them 
aftlier mass’’ — for, sooner than allow him- 
self to be forgotten, the Bacacli Fctd con- 
sented to forget what was said by Holy 
Write. 

“ ’Tis the delicate stomach, ma'am, an’ 
not an}' carnal greed (as ye all know), 
that compels me to pick an’ choose the 
few little th rifles I ate. But sure, I mayn’t 
sav I ate at all : I onlv pick, like a chick- 
en—'’ 
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("The Lord's lookin' to the sort of a 
chicken that nmst be," little Paiulien Mc- 
Neely. a had boy, remarked, sol to voce. 
But the Bcicach Fuel pretended not to 
hear the remark, and Mistress Maguire 
scowled upon Paudien.) 

" Like a chicken, I say,” the Long Fel- 
low repeated, as if challengingly. He 
paused then, but there was no comment 
dared. “ Five years ago, ma’am, I lost 
me appetite — ” 

(“An 1 ,” said the bad, bold Paudien, 
“ is in the habit i 1 losin’ it three times a 
day iver since — ye generally lose it afther 
each feed, in fact.”) 

This was too much. The Bacach Fad, 
had he been a saint, could not ignore that 
remark, and the uncontrollable outburst 
of laughter that it called forth from the 
fireside circle. He reached for Paudien 
McNeelv with his staff. If Paudien's 
pate had got the crack intended for it, 
it stood good chance of being serious- 
ly damaged. But Paudien was a past 
master of dodge. He dodged, and the 
forceful stroke descended upon Rover, 
the dog, who uttered a fearful yell and 
sprang at the Bacach Fad. to wreak upon 
that individual now a grudge he long 
had borne him — for Rover always went 
snarling to a corner when the Bacach 
Fad appeared in the house. Rover sprang 
upon him, fixing his fangs in the trousers 
of the Bacach Fad. The Bacach Fad 
stepped hastily backwards, tripped on a 
stool, and was precipitated on the kneel- 
ing form of old Tammas McGruddy. And 
immediately old Tammas got himself ex- 
tricated he belabored the much abused 
Bacach Fad with the latter's own cudgel. 
Paudien McNeely thought it better to wan- 
der out of doors for fresh air and exer- 
cise till he heard Micky the Scholar ring- 
ing the hand-bell for the commencement 
of mass. 

Because of their loss of temper, both 
Tammas and the Long Fellow scrupled, 
and felt compelled to visit Father Cor- 
mac again to confess their recent enor- 
mity. And thenceforward, till mass was 
over, Tammas had to restrain himself 
from looking in the direction of the Long 
Fellow, and the hitter to close his eyes to 
the villain Paudien, lest the sore sight 
should cause them to sin in their hearts 
again. 

Micky the Scholar, as well might be 


expected, acquitted himself of his duty in 
a style that reflected new credit upon him 
— Micky's manner of rattling off t he Latin, 
and making the responses fly about him, 
seriously jeopardizing even Father Dan's 
superiority. 

And when, mass being over, Micky 
strolled about, though not aggressively 
ostentatious in displaying it. he wore the 
air of a man who had richly earned the 
breakfast he awaited. 

Immediately after mass almost all 
thronged home with strangely lightened 
consciences and good sharp appetites. A 
crowd of women, however, bv special in- 
vitation of Nancy, waited to get a glimpse 
of the breakfast table, which was now 
quickly laid. Father Dan and Father 
Cormac, with Micky the Scholar between 
them, walked upandfiown the road mean- 
while. 

The women, so, went into the room, 
and fingered the beautiful white table- 
cloth (which Nancy had borrowed from 
Hannah Brislan, of Dhrimaluskey), and 
admired the spoons (from Mrs. McHugh's, 
in the lower end of the parish), and the 
knives and forks (half of them Nancy's 
own, the other half collected from all 
points of the compass), and the dishes 
(some Nancy's— most of them subscribed), 
and with words of ecstatic delight passed 
from hand to hand the cut-glass sugar- 
bowl, cream-ewer, and salt-cellar (brought 
from America, the previous Christmas by 
young Peggy McGroarty, of Gargrim). 
Then they viewed and sniffed all the de- 
lightful things Nancy had provided to 
fickle their reverences' palates; and final- 
ly examined minutely and admiringly the 
wonderful improvements that Nancy had 
effected within the short time which she 
had at her command. 

Father Dan and Father Cormac and 
Micky the Scholar, with the addition of 
another important guest, just arrived — to 
wit. the Masther — now came in, all with 
sharpened appetites, and with many a 
merry joke sat them down to table with 
Nancy. 

As the women, highly pleased, took 
their departure, the Bacach Fad was seat- 
ed at the kitchen table, almost hidden be- 
hind hills of eatables, into which he was 
dexterously and speedily tunnelling, giv- 
ing earnest of being in a. fair way to lose 
his appetite yet once again. 



